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"If aman does not keep 
pace with his companions, 


perhaps it is because he 
r hears a different drunner, 


Let him step to the music 
he hears, no matter how 
sex in perspective measured or far away." 


-Henry David Thoreau 
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the issue 


Meet Rasmus 

Harry Chess becomes Rasmus 
Pelsbryst; Big Bennie, Beton- 
Olga; and A.U,.N.T.I.E., Husde- 


tektivernes Oplysningsog Mor- 
dopklarings Organisation (H.0. 
M.O.). 

Where? 


In the Danish publication, E- 
os where gay America's favorite 
is now syndicated. In a matter 
of a few months, Harry (by what 
name, we couldn't possibly pre- 
dict) will also appear in the 
German language publication, 4~ 


VERDENS FloTTEsTE wan 
MISTER PANETARUM, SKAL"loonsnveeser oaseeR, wove 


As Mickey Muskle would say in 
: "Bevs!" 


Andros 
Phil Andros (page 8) is a 
hustler. He is also one of A- 
merica's most promising young 


@ 


writers, His work has never 
appeared in this country before 
the publication of Little Lanb, 
Who Made Thee?, though a large 
number of stories have been 
published in Amigo and os, 
both of which are banned here. 

LL,WMT? is actually a combin- 
ation of two of Phil's earliest 
stories, LL,WME? and Baby Tiger 
and he tells us that he has a 
few new ideas that might devel- 
op into material for future is- 
sues. 

$tud, an anthology of 18 of 
his stories, is scheduled for 
November publication by Guild 
Press. 


Attack 

Polak's Homophile Puzzle, be- 
ginning in this issue, will 
probably serve, among other 
things, to make enemies of many 
of his friends in the homophile 
movement. He said: "I regret 
that, but sometimes the truth 
has the way of clearing the air 
and showing the way to produc- 
tive attitudes. 

"For too long, the movement 
has been guided by over-lapping 
in-group personnel whose reluc- 
tance to recognize the needs of 
the homosexual community serves 
to isolate it from its poten- 
tial supporters." 

The various publications were 
excluded from this month's dis- 
cussion as were many of the 
more basic services supplied by 
the bulk of the groups: legal 
and medical referrals, etc. 

Though these might have been 
areas for fruitful discussion, 
space simply did not permit it 
at this time. 


news 


WASHINGTON 

Louis Harris reported in his 
syndicated Harris Survey that 
the America which prided itself 
as a "nation of rugged indivi- 
dualists where the pioneer tra 
dition allows a man to hold his 
own views and go his own way" 
has changed into a country with 
“widespread misgivings over 
present-day examples of social, 
political or intellectual non- 
conformity!" 

Honosexuals rank third (Amer- 
ican Communist Party members 
come first and people who don't 
believe in God second) in the 
lineup of those regarded as 
harmful to the Nation. 

Harris qualified his study, 
however: "Three out of every 
ten Americans think homosexuals 
are not amatter of serious 
concern." 

Also considered harmful are: 
anti-Viet-Nam war pickets, wo- 
men who gossip all the time, 
civil rights demonstrators and 
young men with beards and long 
hair. 


Secretary of State Dean Rusk 
said the State Department will 
not recognize the demands of 
homosexuals for meetings to 
discuss the department's policy 
against employing homosexuals. 

The statement, made on na- 
tional televiston, was in re- 
sponse toa question by a re- 
porter during: a press confer- 
ence and vas prompted by plane 
to picket the State Department 
building by the Mattachine So- 
ciety of Washington. 


The owners of the Uptown Res- 


taurant and Lounge were found 
guilty of keeping a disorderly 
house. The jury, which delib- 
erated for 17 minutes, found 
the owners guilty of permitting 
male and female homosexuals to 
perform "indecent acts" in the 
restaurant . 


According to Associated Press: 
"The Post Office Department has 
discovered to its surprise that 
the angel Gabriel blowing. ‘his! 
horn on the 1965 Christmas 
stamp has an unquestionably 
feminine torso." 

Upon further 
it was 


investigation, 
confirmed the "torso 
feminine 


part of the figure is 


5e U.S. POSTAGE 


CHRISTMAS 


and Gabriel's breast is that of 
@ woman." 

"Angels," apologized an of- 
ficial of the’ Catholic informa- 
tion Office, "are sexless." 


The Justice Department joined 
the American Civil Liberties U- 
rion in opposing a bill intro- 
duced by Rep. Dominick Daniels 
(D., W.J.) t0 establish a "Com- 
mission on Noxtoue and Obscene 
Matters and Materials," which 
uould be, in essence, a nation- 
al censoring board. 

"Our obscenity laws are prem- 


ised on the belief that ob- 
scenity is harmful. There ts 
no consensus as to the nature 
of that harn," explained Ass't 
Attorney General Fred M. Vinson 
dr. He aleo suggested that 
Congress delay action on the 
Bill because the Departments of 
Justice and Health, Education 
and Welfare are considering the 
first scientific study on the 
effects of obscenity. 


HOLCOMB, KANSAS 

Time reports: "With his light, 
lisping voice and his blue Jag- 
uar," Truman Capote has readied 
anew novel centering on the 
senseless killing of Eisenhower 
appointed wheat farmer Herbert 
Clutter and his family. The 
book, In Cold Blood, was seri- 
alized in the Mew Yorker and 
will be published in book form 
by Random House. 

‘STAMFORD, CONN. 

Latest psychiatrist to add 2 
voice to the often discredited 
view that homosexuals are, by 
definition, neurotic, Dr. Phil- 
ip H. Heersema wrote in the 
Journal of the American Medical 
Association: "To imply that 
(homosexuality) is a good ad- 
justment or an ‘adequate way of 
life! is a kind of impotent 
foolishness." 


GREYSTONE PARK, N.J- 

"The issue of whether homo- 
sexuals are more pathologic 
than normals, seems to have 
been an unwarranted assumption, 
based more upon armchair theor- 
izing than experimental evi- 
dence,! found psychologist Jo- 
seph S. DeLuca of the New Jer- 
sey State Hospital. 

Taking a group of 42 admitted 
hhonosexuals, none of whom had 
criminal or psychiatric records, 
and 25 heterosexuals with the 
sane attributes, administering 


the Rorschach (ink blot) test 
and grading the results twice, 
(once knowing the sexual orien~ 
tation of the subjects and once 
not knowing it) Deluca was a~ 
ble to find no “significa 


Copies of The Structure 


of Homosexuality by Joseph 


N. DeLuca are available at 


iG) 


no cost from Janus Reprints. 


difference between the two 
groups. 

"Psychoanalytic theory has in 
part contributed to (the assump- 
tion that homosexuals are more 
pathologic than heterosexuals) 
by frequently considering the 
symptom a result of faulty i- 
dentification processes and 
pregenital fixations. Many ex- 
aminers assume by definition 
that homosexuality is patholog- 
ic, a view which often resulted 
ina refusal to look for psy- 
chopathology in a comparative 
sense," Dr. DeLuca concluded. 


CANADA 
Victoria, B.C.: Removal of 
Last Exit to Brooklyn, called 
2 "filthy book" (DRUM, April) 
demanded by adlerman Clyne Sav— 
age who insisted: "I'm not a 
prude, but..." 


Toronto: A 19-year-old youth, 
found guilty of causing a dis— 


turbance, was ordered, as a 
condition of his bond, that he 
"get rid of that ridiculous 


hair-do," by the presiding mag— 
istrate. 


The boy, with black hair 
curled down his neck, was twice 
ordered by His Worship to 
"stand erect.". 

PRISONS 

Occoquan, Va.: "Homosexual 

Dormitory Proposed," teased a 


District of Columbia headline. 
The dir- (Continued to page 23) 


~ censorship 


The United States Supreme 
Court has been asked to abandon 
its eight-year-old test of ob- 
scenity and declare that all 
published material is protected 
by the First Amendnent unless 
it creates a "clear and present 
danger" of anti-social conduct. 

The American Civil Liberties 
Union and its Penn- 
sylvania affiliate 
filed the brief on 
behalf of Ralph Ginz- 
burg, convicted of 
violating the feder- 
al obscene mail law. 


ecutions." 

"A constitutional principle 
which requires a fine factual 
distinction to be made by qual- 
ified persons who cannot be 
found, according to standards 


which cannot be articulated, is 
in fact, 
all, 


not a rule of law at 
but a license to adjudi- 
cate by whim and ca- 
price.” 

An even more "sub- 
stantive reason" for 
establishing the 
“clear and present 
danger" standard, 


It told the Court] Smivnne rene the ACLU asserted, 
that the 1957 Roth| sbecm ttt is the concern for 
decision (defining sic Wee en, preserving a free 
obscenity as that] tenon menccien society, in which 
Which “tovthe aver) tess e ss rass ss the individual is 


age person, applying 
contexporary commun- 
ity standards, the 
dominant theme of 
the material taken 
as a whole appeals 
to the prurient i 
terest") is 


‘Soran tows ae Mora Malay 


sovereign over his 
own mind and thoughts 
and may express his 
opinions without re- 
straint--unless they 
threaten harm to o- 
ther individuals or 
the governnent. 


and unworkable’ SER calcein $| The ACLU contends 
tends to suppress | TylepiaMunmon w| that the phrases 
writings that are »| "prurient interest" 
not obscene. w|and "the average 

Ginzburg, publish- ®| person" lack precise 
er of Eros magazine, @|meaning. As for 
Liason Newsletter «| vhat is sexually a- 
and Documentary | maaen “| rousing, the brief 
Books, was convicted “| cites recent studies 
in a Phila. Federal “J showing variations 


Court in 1963. 

Giving as its reasons for sup- 
porting Ginzburg's appeal, ACLU 
stated: "Our concern is that, 
suppressed in addition to these 
publications, is the courage of 
this distributor and others to 
disseminate the entire spectrum 
of artistic and literary crea- 
tivity, for fear of future pros- 


not only between female and male 
in their reactions to sex stim- 
uli in books and pictures, but 
among individuals of the same 
sex. "Thus, the determination 
of what arouses ‘prurient in- 
terest! and excites ‘lustful 
thoughts! is a vast guessing 
game with free speech, expres- 
sion and art in the balance." 


"Who is to say when 
the strens sang or 
what name Achilles 
assumed when he hid 
among the Women? Or 
at what point there 
began to grow, deep 
inside of me, the 
wild spore? 

"4nd when did that 
spore burst and scat- 
ter its mobile seeds 
into my blood?" 


-Phil Andros 


LITTLE LAMB, 
WHO MADE 
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THEE? 


by PHIL ANDROS 


Dave and Mike were in with this big gook. Besides he's 
the shop and Dave was not nearly tough enough to suit me. 
a little restless. Reminds me of a big, lovable Boy 
You would scarcely ¥ Scout leader. Hasn't got the 
have thought that he brains of a jackass." 

and Mike could have Mike grabbed my hand with one 
lived together for q of his, big paws and held my 
eight years. If fingers straight. 
you could di- the other 
vide all guys 7 , he bent my 
into two fl thumb down in: 
classes, : mp ‘Take it back," he 
sweetie- f p. said. 

pies and | "Ow, all right-- 


baby F d I take it back. 
gers, Dave You do have the 
belonged to the SSS brains of a 
first. In him was M4 jackass." 
a kind of soft The pres- 
gentleness; he = sure in- 
wrote the letters 4 S ray \\ creased. 


ahd knew how to spell ees Bo he "Take it back, 
the words. Mike was say 'Uncle'." 
the baby tiger. I 


Baby tigers never and 
read anything but the go. 
headlines and the is the way 


comic pages; they af Meit was with us. 
can't spell, but E We had been 
they can fix spark- friends for a 
plugs and they never year and a half 
write letters. and I liked them 

I closed the shop both. And, be- 
and left with them. ing kind of a 
The salty air was sweetie-pie my- 
blowing cool and self, I had 
Mike zipped up his found the baby 
motorcycle jacket, tiger appealing 
hoisted his chino 4 in a kind of sex- 
pants and kicked less way. He had 
me playfully on always shown a 
the shin with his certain aggres- 
heavy black boot. siveness which 
"Thanks" I said. was now develop- 

"IE you tno ing into an en- 
are going to joyment of phy- 
nake love'' said Fy sically master- 


Dave, "I'll go Ey ing his partrer. 


to the Black I had had some 
a= 


Cat and see little experi- 
what's go- ence along 
ing on. this line 

"No Shane and al- 
I replied. “not A most dai- 


ly he asked me questions: "Why 
is this? Why do they get so 
angry? Why do they always want 
to come back for more? I an- 
swered him as best I could, but 
I soon ran out of information. 
Then he began to bring me re- 
ports, new experiments, new de- 
sires, new persons he had met. 

He seemed to be filling out. 
He had eyes that could hood 
themselves like a falcon's and 
vas tall, blond, and lean. Now 
he looked as aggressively mas- 
culine and cruel as a hunting 
panther, His lips seemed to 
have darkened in color and his 
eyes grown deeper blue; out of 
him came an aura you could al- 
most touch. 

"It was never an absorbing 
interest with me," I told him. 

"Don't kid me," he said as he 
reached over and poked me. "I 
kinda think you might want to 
hear a concerto in the music 
room, yourself." 

I shuddered faintly. "Not ne, 
I'll be content to read the re- 
views. Besides, I don't care 
for trainees. No amateur mu- 
sicales for me." 

"I know your type. You're 
dying for it," he said as he 
leaned forward and gripped my 
knee. 

We left it at that. 

Mike was making it with Ger- 
hardt, an East German refugee. 
He had picked him up in a bar 
one night, noting how the kid 
had taken in all the details of 
his boots, jacket and leather 
thong key chain tied in a hang- 
man's knot. Gerhardt was on the 
verge of going to New York when 
he fell for Mike. When Mike 
told me the story, I asked him 
why he wouldn't let the boy go. 

"Are you kidding? Let him go? 
Never, I want him right where 
he is, in my stable." 

Then it started. 

Whatever and whenever it hap- 


pened tome, the progress was 
slow and gradual. It came by 
littles and fed on the tales 
that Mike continued to tell me. 
It was nourished by the near- 
ness of his body and the smell 
of his leather jacket. 


The weeks went by. I kept 
busy, began, industriously, to 
build little sand traps and 


deadfalls for Mike to provoke 
him into a sign of affection. 
Some of them he fell for, but, 
he gradually began to see 
through most of them. 

Dave came to see me one day 
and eased around to the subject: 
"I know it's really none of ny 
business, but why don't you 
just give way once and get it 
out of your system?" 

Iwas miserable. He got up 
to leave and said: "Mike wants 
you to come over to dinner to- 


morrow night after you close 
the shop.'" 

‘Mike wants' -- I took it as 
asign of affection and the 


next night, quite happily, I 
went to their house. Mike was 
alone in the living room. The 
curtains were drawn. "Where's 
Dave?" I asked as I took off ny 
jacket. Mike grinned. He was 
in full uniform--black jacket, 


boots, chino trousers and very 
handsome. 

“He got a sudden call and 
won't be home until after mid- 
night." 


"You mean to say," I counter- 
ed, half jokingly, "that I'm a- 
lone in this house with you?" 

"Yup." 

Terror exploded in me like a 
rocket, so violent and intense 
that my vision flickered for a 
moment. I took three involun- 
tary rushing steps to the door, 
but Mike was ahead of me, stand- 
ing with his back against it. I 
backed away thinking it must 
all look like a very bad movie. 
"- Mike," my throat was so 


slant ase oA Sot i, 


dry I could only rasp. "Mike-- 
no, [ mean--I'n not prepared--I 
need more time to think--I- 

He laughed and put his arm a- 
round my neck, rubbing the lea- 
ther jacket against me. 

"Why, boy,what's to be afraid 
of? Nobody's going to hurt you 
at all. Don't think. That's 
what the trouble is. We'll 
just have a little chat, mebbe 
listen to a little music." 

I was almost blubbering with 
fear. 

"Just calm down," he caution— 
ed. "We can't let you go on 
makin' yourself sick, now, can 


we?" He moved me towards the 
sofa and sat me down; then he 
turned off all but one light. 
"You be a good boy. Relax. 


Take some of your things off. 
It's too hot in here." 

My tongue stuck to my lips; 
there was a faraway buzzing in 
my ears and the vein in my 
throat chugged heavily. My 
wallet fell out of my trousers; 
the sound of its hitting the 
floor in the quiet room was 
like a small muffled explosion. 
Mike picked it up and then he 
opened the door to the other 
room, stood aside, and made an 
ironic usher's gesture towards 
the black opening. 

With my skin chilling, 
started down the steps. 

The first two weeks after the 
concerto had been happy enough, 
for the food-rack had been 
heaped high enough with goodies 
to keep me filled and contented. 
It didn't matter to me whether 
I saw Mike during those days. 
I felt like old Wordsworth vis- 
iting Tintern Abbey, and reali- 
zing that he would in the fut- 
ure draw enough nourishment 
from his experience to keep hin 
for many years. But then when 
Mike began to come around again 
I thought I sensed a difference 
in him. It was not that he 


I 


took mz too much for granted; 
it was that he didn't take me 
at all. He hardly noticed me. 
I felt very sensitive about it, 
thinking that perhaps I had 
been too much afraid that night, 
too "chicken," as the kids say 
in my shop. But as the weeks 
became a month, I grew more 
aware of Mike's coldness. It 
was obvious and definitive; now 
that I was safely installed, he 
had forgotten me, 

When Mike came back to the 
shop Iwas still puttering a- 
round. He had someone with him 
--a boy fron a pineapple boat, 
areally spectacular person, 
almost as tall as Mike and 
much more muscular. He wore a 
Navy watch-cap pushed back upon 
blue-black curls, and his face 
was swarthy, the chin deeply 
cleft. He had on a pair of 
wide-flaring sailor's dungarees 
and dirty blue sneakers on his 
feet. The horizontal blue 
stripes of a French sailor's 
lowp-de-mer circled dizzyingly 
around a broad and bursting 
chest, and the long sleeves of 
the shirt were pushed up to the 
elbows, showing his brawny and 
tanned forearms. He looked al- 
most gypsy; an earring vould 
not have been out of place. His 
teeth flashed brilliantly in 
the dark copper of his face. 
And when he came in the shop, 
the air almost crackled with 
his personal magnetism. Beside 
him, Mike looked a bit palled; 
anyone would have. 

"Glad you're still here" 
said Mike. "This is Rafe. He's 
Portuguese, and don't speak the 
English much, hey, Rafe?" 

I had my hand extended to 
shake Rafe's, and the boy was 
just beginning the motion for- 
ward with his hand, a big grin 
on his face, when he hit him 
once sharply in the middle of 
the (Continued on page 28) 
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Mark Nixon 
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The most efficient way to 
find a gay bar in New York City 
is to wander through Greenwich 
Village's streets until you 
spot a white police department 
sign, black lettered: "This is 
a raided premises." 

One evening late in September 
I found such a bar and, upon 
entering was greeted by a burly 
bouncer who denanded I have tuo 
identification cards. After 
showing them (incidentally, the 
legal drinking age in New York 
is 18 and there is no question 
but that I look the 28 years I 
am), I brushed past a unifomed 
NYC policeman taking note of 
how many and when persons en- 
tered and left the cafe and 
through the crowd to the bar- 
tender who added proverbial in- 
jury to insult by charging 
$1.00 for a bottle of second 
rate beer. 

When I began to speak to a 
boy leaning against the yall, I 
was promptly pulled away by a 
second bouncer who summarily 
informed me: "Dis bar ain't for 
socializin', 

Detective Polak 

Later I was told that, though 
the identification checking 
pattern was standard for this 
bar, the management was convin- 
ced I was a plainclothes detec- 
tive and that, just the previ- 
ous week, two real detectives 
were planted in the cafe and 
had arrested several persons on 
alleged solicitation. 

There was no indication that 
this particular bar was owned 
by the Mafia-type syndicate 
operating in Manhattan, but a 
five-minute walk away there was 
an establishment (also recently 
raided) that was so controlled. 


"Was," because it has been 
closed by the police and the 
syndicate moved on to another 
location. 

Gay bars in New York City 


have a life expectancy, before 
police closing, of about eight 
months and, at any given time, 
it is difficult to find more 
than two or three open. By way 
of contrast, San Francisco, one 
tenth the size of New York, of- 
ten has 20 to 30 bars thriving 
with life expectancies deter- 
mined almost solely by their 
popularity with their patrons. 

In NYC, bona fide entrapment, 
the detailing of police offic- 
ers to induce homosexuals to 
solicit so they might be ar- 
rested is so commonplace--fron 
Central Park West to the Brook- 
lyn Heights Promenade-- it has 
come to be considered an almost 


inevitable part of homosexual 
existence. 
Nowhere else in America is 


the homosexual in greater jeop- 
ardy, forced to suffer more hu- 
miliation or deprivation of 
human rights and dignity than 
in NYC. 

It is almost too obvious to 
require comment that here ex- 
ists a need for an active, well 
organized group concerned with 
the rights of the homosexual. 
Instead, there is the "Matta- 
chine Society, Inc. of New 
York," which was, at the very 
moment I was being refused the 
right to do any "socializin’," 
discussing "The Homosexual Cit- 
izen in the Great Society,” 
with, among others, a reporter 
from a weekly scandal-tabloid, 
the National Star Chronicle, 

Comic-Opera Gulf 

It is inevitable, if not both 
unpleasant and unfortunate, 
this series on the Honophile 
Puzzle must point to MSNY, but 
this particular example nore 
graphically illustrates the al- 
most comic-opera gulf between 
the unrealistic homophile move- 
ment and the realities of homo- 
sexual life than any other cur- 
rently available. 


We offer the specific indict- 
ment of MSNY on its prima fa- 
cie merits and mean neither to 
imply MSNY is a do-nothing or- 
ganization nor that it stands 
alone in its failures. 

Existence vs. Action 

There are those who hold 
that the homophile movement's 
real place in the community 
consists of just continuing to 
exist and that this "state of 
being" so to speak is suffic- 
ient raison d'etre. On this 


count, MSNY has filled the 
bill well. 

There are others who feel 
the movement should take a 
completely passive, education- 
al stance. In this respect, 


filled the bill 
well--they have presented. the 
longest series (in excess of 
100) of monthly lectures, free 
to the public, in the history 

of the homophile movement. 

There are activists, however, 
who feel the movement must ap- 
praise the community's needs 
and attempt to fulfill them. 
It is to these persons that 
MSNY has failed to meet its 
commitment. 

As the organization in the 
largest city in Anerica, it has 
more potential resources than 
any other existing group. Sec- 
ond, NYC, as outlined above, 
is fraught with the kinds of 
specific anti-honosexual pres- 
sures missing almost everywhere 
else in the country. Third, 
but not least, the very nature 
of  Manhattan-sophisticated, 
highly transient, urbane and 
anonymous, lends itself to di- 
rect action. 

If we point to MSNY more than 
once in an unflattering manner, 
it will be because the very 
nature of the city and the ad- 
Verse conditions faced by homo- 
sexuals therein require it to 
be something it is not even at- 


MSNY has also 


tenpting to be. 

By no means exclusive of nor 
limited to the New York organi- 
zation is the second nost seri- 
ous problem facing the movement 
today: the leadership's lack of 
information and sophistication 
in the areas of sex in general, 
honosexuality in particular and 
the prejudices and motiviations 
affecting then. 

Further and, possibly, a sub- 
division of the above, is the 
almost anti-homosexual disdain 
permeating the yarious groups. 
Largely reflecting the current 
"liberal" view that homosexuals 
are acceptable as people whose 
Tights need support if, it 
might be added, there is no way 
to make them all heterosexual, 
the movement alienates the "av- 
erage" or what has been called 
"the hip" homosexual. 

"Hips" and "Squares" 


Gilbert Cantor, in making 
this point recently, drew an 
analogy with the Negro rights 
movement: "The ‘square! be- 


lieves in organization, negoti- 
ation, in the manners and mo- 
rals and techniques of the dom- 
inant culture which he addres- 
ses in its own language. And 
then we discover in Watts, Cal- 
ifornia, that the hip Negro has 
nothing to do with the square 
Negro and his organizations and 
that those organizations do not 
speak for him. 

It is safe to say that the 
present homophile movement nei- 
ther addresses itself to nor 
speaks for the hip homosexual. 

Other factors, largely out of 
the control of the present day 
leadership mitigate, in some 
small way against effectiveness. 

The damage caused by now al- 
most defunct One's stand for 
legalizing of homosexual mar- 
riage and child adoption; of 
Rey. Robert Wood's absurd of- 
fering of homosexuality as sal- 


Models Studio 


vation to the world's popula- 
tion explosion problem; the 
concern that success of "the 
cause" will eliminate the need 
for the cause's leaders, cannot 
be denied. Neither can the 
traditional reluctance of the 
homosexual to affiliate with 
groups which, on the surface at 
least, appear to threaten him 
with exposure. These can be 
and are over-rated, however. 

The movement generally talks 
in tems of "the" homosexual 
problem which is a logical ex- 
tension of illogically conceiv- 
ed premises. There are, in 
point of fact, at least two ma- 
jor homosexual problem area: 
that within the hetergsexual 
world and including law reform, 
"public image" and the kinds of 
anti-honosexual forces in play 
in New York City; and that 
within the homosexual world, 
including widespread self de- 
preciation, guilt and ignorance 
of the homosexual function. 

Guaranteed Failure 

In confusing these areas, the 
movement seriously impairs any 
possibility of success it might 
have in either and, in the view 
of many, placing, as it does, 
priority on heterosexual di- 
rected programs, it virtually 
guarantees minimal success for 
itself. 

No better example of confu- 
sion can be found than Septem- 
ber's East Coast Homophile Or- 
ganizations! (ECHO) Conference 
Even ignoring the almost crim- 


inal waste of time, talent and 
money squandered on the plan- 
ning and execution of this af- 


fair, the visible outcome was 
the attendance of a meager 150 
persons, largely homosexual. 

*The independent Mattachine 
Societies of New York, Phila- 
delphia and Washington combine 
energies to form this loose af- 
filiation. 


(It should be noted that any 
one of the three organizations 
“combining efforts" to sponsor 
the event is able, on its ovn, 
to garner attendance of 300 to 
500. ECHO seems an instance 
where the whole is less than 
the sum of its parts.) 

This year's ECHO Conference, 
like those before it, suffered 
from typical homophile movement 
confusion, There is a pretense 
that holding the meeting would 
somehow "influence public opin- 
ion," though how this was to 
come about since no members of 
"the public’ were in the audi- 
ence, is uncertain. It would 
seem that a more constructive 
use of the attendees! time, en- 
ergy and money ($19.50 for the 
two day schedule) would have 
occurred if the speakers had 
been requested to address them- 
selves to the latest findings 
in the field of sex research or, 
perhaps (continued on page 26) 

WINSTON BOOK CLUB 

TOTEMPOLE: See full review on 
pages 18 and 19. $5.95 #1 

IN DEFENSE OF HOMOSEXUALITY: 
The most important book of the 
decade; it attacks the very 
heart and substance of our eth- 
ical Judgements. Read it and 
then send it to your minister 
jor Senator. $5.95, #2 

THE MESSENGER: Hailed by Ja- 
mes Baldwin, this story of a 29 
year-old Negro, and his place 
in New York's jungle of liquor 
sex and drugs, is now on sale 
lat the special price of $3.45: 

\ Winston Book Club, 250-D Fulton! 
vAve., Hempstead NY 11550 


‘Please sendme: #1, #2, #3 
| Enclosed is § 


‘Name 
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City, State 


n 
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books 


THE GOOD AND BAD WEATHER, Ed- 
mund Schiddel, Simon and Shus- 
ter, New York, $5.95. 


TGABW is a sketchbook of sexu- 
al profiles. Besides the usual 
array of promiscuous but re- 
spectable wives, frustrated old 
maids and alcoholics, there is 
an attractive stud who gives Bo 
de Willig a black eye when he 
tries to seduce hin. There is 
a dirty drunk of a gas station 
attendant with eyes for his own 
daughter (who is really the 
daughter of a cool negro racke- 
teer with a pink Caddie.) 

A scene between a psychia- 
trist and his son with the son 
setting the father straight a- 
bout the sex life of modern 
youth is hilarious. Bo de Wil- 
lig has tried to seduce this 
boy, too, and daddy is concern- 
ed, but the boy, Bobby, ex- 
plains to dad: "There used to 
be this fag at school who would 
crawl under the beds in the 
dorm and do us one at a time." 

As the saying goes: If you 
liked Peyton Place, you'll love 
this one, 


TWO PEOPLE, 
Coward-McCann, 
pages, $4.95. 


Donald Windham, 
New York, 252 


To say thet one half of Tuo 
People is a bore is not to say 


not to read it. It has prob- 
lems, but what doesn't these 
days? Its biggest hang-up 


seems to be that author Windham, 
friend and onetime collaborator 
of Tennessee Williams', tried 
to write the Great American No- 
vel About the Great Bixexual In 


Rome and do it so it would be 
acceptable to Time. He got it 
off, as far as that magazine is 
concerned, but the more sophis- 
ticated reader will probably 
prefer a somewhat different 
book. 

One of the Two People is a 35 
year-old tourist with the so 
obviously manufactured name of 
Forrest. He's a bore. 

The other, Marcello, is not. 

With Marcello we get an in- 
timate glimpse of a 17-year-old 
Roman boy who isn't quite hust- 


ling, but really can use the 
money. He is shy, polite, good 
sex and attractive. He is also 
quiet--and that's the problen 


as far as Forrest is concerned. 
Besides hankering for his body, 


Forrest becomes quite concerned 
about this boy's out of bed 
life and, to Windham's credit, 


he provides the reader (though 
nor Forrest) with an alive and 
non-naudlin view of sex. 

It develops that Marcello is 
a not spectacular teenager who 
discovered men in a Roman cine- 
ma and has very few problems a- 
bout the whole thing, when he 
can get away fron his overly 
stern Sicilian father. 

The plot is quite irrelevant 
to the story, but meeting Mar- 
cello makes it all worth the 
effort. 


TOTEMPOLE, 
E—. P. Dutton, 
pages, $5.95. 


Sanford Freidman, 
New York, 441 


This devastating and brutal 
Freudian psychodrama packs some 
of the same wallop loaded into 


Albee!s ltho's Afraid of Virgin- 


ia Wolfe? 

Obviously largely autobio- 
graphical, Freidman chronicles 
the life of one Stephen Wolfe 
from infancy to adulthood. Much 
of this time he is trying, not 
too successfully, to "come out." 
His parents are the quintes- 
sence of Bieberism: close bind- 
‘ing, seductive mother; weak, 
ineffectual father. Familial 
interplay is all the more pain- 
ful for Freidman's accuracy in 

ao 


Freidman 
portraying this particular var- 
iety of involvement: Mamma, at 
one point, insists that dadda 
spank Stephen for sone wrong- 
doing. He is, of course, re- 


luctant to do it. She, of 
course, has her way, but dadda 
plans a bit of a trick: To 


Stephen: "I'm going to pat you 
on the popo, and I want you to 
cry. I'm not going to hurt you. 
You make believe. That way 
we'll fool mommy." But it seems 
Stephen had plans of his own. 

While lying there "feeling 
dadda's warmth and the softness 
of his body and sniffing the 
sweaty, loamy smell of dadda's 
thigh, he wiggled around a- 
gainst dadda's loins," and 
started "weeweeing, and rammed 
his elbow into dadda's ding 
dong." 

Then, tearing down Stephen's 
pants, in a fury, he begins to 
spank him in earnest. 

To cap the scene in all its 
gore, mommy rushes in, cradles 
and carresses Stephen wit 
"Shhh, shhh, shhh. Mommy's 
here. He won't hurt you. I 


won't let him, ever, ever." 

Masturbation is Stephen's 
chief source of sexual amuse- 
ment throughout the bulk of the 
volume and it is not until his 
college days that he learns it 
is more fun when you do it with 
someone else. But the affair 
is shortlived 


Finally, in a Korean prisoner 


of war camp, of all places, 
Stephen meets Pak Sun Bo. His 
first physical contact with 


the Korean 
departure 
hut but, 
barracks, 


results in his speedy 
from the prisoner's 
once back in his own 
he takes a lasting 
accounting of himself and makes 
the decision, not so much to 
express his homosexual nature, 
but to be himself. 

The only difference between 
Stephen Wolfe and millions of 
other homosexuals is that he 
takes 300-some pages to greet 
this juncture in life. 

Sanford Friedman does not re- 
gard Totempole as a gay book 
and surely the torment of inde- 
cision and inhibition is famil- 
iar to all who find that being 


at one with themselves often 
appears to mean being at odds 
with the world. But, despite 


the author's reservations, it 
still ranks as one of the most 
vivid (if not overlong) ac- 
countings of "coming out" in 
print. 

Its sexual passages are sat- 
isfactorily portrayed (though 
a bit late in coming) and Tot- 
empole has! enough of the in- 
vogue, bizarre flavor to follow 
City of Night and Last Beit to 
Brooklyn onto the best seller 
lists. If it does not bring 
the gay novel "of age," this 
impressive first work slams re- 
pression as a lost cause. 
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ask drum 


One of the boys I work with 
has made it clear for the past 
couple of weeks that he is in- 
terested in going home with me. 
A reluctance to team up with a 
co-worker made me hesitant but 
one day I finally asked him 
what he was doing after work. 

To my surprise he gave mea 
non-commital answer making it 
fairly clear he wasn't inter- 
ested. I can't understand what 
made him back off when he had 
been so forward. H.0., Toledo 


A possible, but improbable, 
cause for his "no" is that your 
co-worker is one of those rare 
persons who teases, but does 
little else. Fortunately, such 
persons are in a very small mi- 
nority. 

Another possibility is your 
friend may have developed frus~ 
tration from two weeks of re- 
jection so he returned some at 


the first opportunity. If that 
is the case, remain friendly, 
permit him to cool off and he 


may say yes to your next invi- 
tation. 

Most likely, you were turned 
down because of the way you 
handled the invitation. Invit- 
ing someone for sex by asking 
what he is doing that evening 
is a "sneaky" approach. It's 
so guarded it says: “I'm really 
not sure of myself so I won't 


be direct." It's defensive, 
weak and can easily be rejec— 
ted. It fails to say what peo- 


ple want to hear—that you like 
them. Such a back door ap- 
proach is never justified any— 
way. 


You should have said some- 


thing like: "Say, I'd like to 
have you come over to my place 
this evening. Can you make it 
at nine?" Such an invitation 
shows enthusiasm for him as an 
individual and makes it diffi 
cult for him to say no. Even 
if he does, you've lost nothing. 
Don't make an issue and contin- 
ue being nice to him. 

Being pleasant at a distance, 
without appearing to want any- 
thing, makes other persons more 
ready to say yes to your invi— 
tations. 

Most sorts of indirections are 
the curse of cruising and most 
other relations. People are in 
the market for the genuiness of 
direct statements, especially 
when they are coupled with 
Kindly concern. If you are 
turned down in such a situation, 
remember to leave the matter 
rest there--but do not with 
draw yourself or your friendli-— 
ness. Such behavior will make 
it harder for an individual to 
say no to you a second time and 
may even cause him to return 
your own offer. 


I've heard tell 
aphrodisiacs increase sexual 
desire and potency. Is that 
true? K.E., Altoona, Pa. 


that certain 


Many of the traditionally ac- 
cepted aphrodisiacs are virtual- 
ly worthless for that purpose 
and some are positively harmful 
if not fatal. 

I£ you are really interested, 
check Harry Wedeck's Dictionary 
of Aphrodistacs, $2.25, Citadel 
Press, New York or your favor— 
ite book seller. 
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iGadstonethce? 


BRADLEY GROUP SHOWERS 
gece inaabs ag 


1) First fssue, Dr- Albert Ellis, $2; 2) $15. Misunderstand- 
ing; gay gorilla, $1; 3) Franky Hill, Pleasure Boy, Jenkins 
Story, $1; 4) I Was A Homo For FBI, Beg'nr's Guide to Cruising 
5) Famous censored issue, $2 uncut, 

Saves Biff, B. Guide; 7) Harry and } 

son's Hands; 8) Brownfinger caught! Van den Barr's 
Quatrefoil, Homophile stolen!, 60¢; 10) Pornographer interview- 
ed, Danish gay life, 60¢; 11) Truth Behind Physique Photography, 
Get Homos Out of Comic Books! 60¢; 12) Fire Island special in 
full color, 60¢. All not priced otherwise are 50¢ each. 


JANUS REPRINTS, 34S. 17th St., Phila. PA 19103 
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GET YOUR FREE COPY OF 


VAGABOND 


-the catalog 
unusual ! 


If you're looking for something wildly gay, look no further! 


VAGABOND has books, records, novelties, movies, slides, 
magazines — all specially selected for those with a taste 
for the unusual! Here's just a few of the items you'll find 
in the current VAGABOND — 


> BOOKS such as Mr. Madam, The Gay Flesh, Rough 
Trade, Greek Love, The Bi-Sexuals, Male Lover... 


p> RECORDS such as Mad About the Boy, Welcome to 
Fairieland, Leather Jacket Lovers, The Queen is 
in the Closet... 


p> NOVELTIES such as the gayest line of greeting 
cards you’ve seen; suticy towels including a His & 
His set; a complete line of male nudist magazines, 
photo books, movies, and color slides. 


If these items interest you, get your free copy of WAGABOND 
today. Just send us your name and address. We'll rush a 
copy to you by return mail. 


XISST 80x 1010, Minneapolis, Minn. 55440 


news 


(Continued from page 6) ector 
of D. C.'s Department of Cor- 
rection has called for a $565, 
000 special dormitory to house 
the homosexual population of 
the Capitol's workhouse. These 
prisoners, now isolated and de- 
prived of privileges normally 
accorded inmates, would be sup- 
plied a barracks of their own 
and freedon to mix with one an- 
other. 


Freehold, N. J.: Onetine cat 
burgler Lawrence A. Janiec has 
charged that the State Prison 
is a "cesspool and passion pit 
for homosexuals 

A prison official denied the 
charge, though he did admit the 
prisoners were not "paragons of 
virtue." 


Stockholm: Torstein Eriksson, 
director general of the Swedish 
corrections administration, has 
claimed "conjugal visits" cut 
down homosexuality and general 
unruliness among inmates. 


TEXAS 

E1 Paso: Harry W. (Bill) Ris- 
ley was fired from the Police 
Department because, in his o- 
pinion, he was "trying to put a 
stop to graft and corruption." 

Risley asserted that certain 
officials keep funds in secret 
Swiss banks, some are guilty of 
"moral turpitude," that a "Ma- 
fia" exists in El Paso, that 
prostitutes prey on elderly men 
and that 2 hangout for honosex- 
uals exists near police head- 


quarters. 
He is now confined to a hos- 
pital, suffering from what his 
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physician termed "extreme ner- 


vous tension." 


Dallas: The county grand jury 
claims that adults have lured 
hundreds of teen-agers to "ho- 
mosexual dens" with promises of 
money, free liquor, food and 
obscene movies. 

The grand jury "did not say 
how many university porters, 
the jury knows that some uni- 
ver- students may be involved. 
But, he told re- drinking par- 
ties. 

"sity students have partici- 
pated in sex and nity, includ- 
ing the university," (sic) re- 
ported the Dallas Morning Mews. 

Dist. Judge Mace B, Thurman 
termed the report "excellent." 


NEW YORK CITY 


Tiffeny and Co, managenent 
was unavailable for comment a- 


Were sorry. But we 
do NOT carry earrings 


for men. Nor will we. 


TIFFANY & CO, 


NEW YORK 


bout this advertisement that 
appeared in the New York Times 
on December 6, 1964. 

Best & Co., department store, 
etageda fashion show on its 
rooftop. ‘The show was complete 
with a four piece platinun 
blond rock 'n' roll combo calt- 
ed The Skunks who turned out to 
be men in drag. 


ALABAMA 

Centreville: The book ‘he 
Naked Communist lists the pre- 
sentation of homosexuality, de- 
generacy and promiscuity as 
"normal, natural, healthy" as 
one of the objectives of com- 
munism, claims the Press. 


Montgomery: Gov. George C. 
Wallace signed into law a state 
film classification bill which 
provides for "adult" ratings to 
be applied to films considered 
objectionable for viewing by 
persons under 18. 


CHICAGO 

Pornography can become habit- 
forming and so inure an indi- 
vidual to perversion and devia- 
tion that he might turn to some- 
thing "perhaps even worse," ex- 
claimed Edward Rekruciak, pres- 
ident of the Chicago unit of 
the Citizens for Decent Litera~ 
ture decently. 

Manuel L. Ports, 
corporation counsel and Chica- 
go's chief prosecutor in "the 
war against smut," went him one 


assistant 


further: "Unless some way is 
found to eradicate obscenity, 
our society will be torn apart 


at its seams." 


SOUTH VIET NAM 
As Australian Major Marvin 
Musgrave returned to his bat- 
tle command "he gently waved his 
floppy combat hat and drawled: 
"Don't shoot, darling, it's on- 


ly ne,'" wrote the New York 
Times. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Tarentum: The Valley Weve 


claims an ll-year-old girl who 
ordered a phonograph record, 
later received a photo of homo- 
sexual activity with an accon- 
panying note asking: "Want to 
see more?" 

Complains a DRUM staffer: "L 


order records all the time and 
all I get is music!" 


Philadelphia: All major ho- 
tels in the area had refused 
the Janus Society meeting space 
to hold a scheduled debate be- 
tween Dr. Albert Ellis and 
Clark P. Polak on Ellis' new 
book, Homosexuality: Ite Causes 
and Cure. 

The program was held in the 
auditorium of the New Century 
Club, a participant in the old 
Twentieth Century woman suff- 
rage movenent. 


CALIFORNIA 

Berkeley: In apparent disa- 
greement with a recent Esquire 
article (DRUM, Nov,), a Ladies 
Home Journal article claims: 
"Homosexuality is very little 
Seen or discussed" on the Uni- 
versity of California campus. 
However, one male student stat- 
ed: "Any girl of 20 who is 
still a virgin is either fool- 
ish or frigid. 


acti- 
Freedom 


San Francisco: Three 
vists in the Sexual 
League pleaded guilty to swim- 
ming nude at Aquatic Park. The 
trio was placed on probation 
with one of the conditions be- 
ing that the 21-year-old girl 
stop living with the 25-year- 
old boy. 

The professed purpose of the 
“swim-in" was a general protest 
against what were described as 
restrictive sexual attitudes. 


For the first time in the 
history of America and the ho- 
mophile movement, a candidate 
for political office addressed 
@ grow of 250 homosexual 
vights advocates and stated he 
would, if elected, be willing 
to Listen to homosexuals. Four 
other candidates for the same 
office (supervisor) also ap- 


peared before the Couctl on 
Religion and The Homosexual, 
though Jack Morrison was the 
only one to make sush a atate- 
ment. 


The Examiner called him: "The 
Priest Who Won't Shut Up," but 
his employer, the Episcopal di- 
ocese, concerned over his in- 
creased participation in rights 
groups such as the Council on 
Religion and The Homosexual did 
shut up Ganon Robert Cromey by 
firing him. 

Cromey's liberal statements 
concerning sex, job discrimina~ 
tion, segregation and a host of 
other causes have resulted in 
tens of thousands of dollars 
being withheld from the Diocese, 
which, in the opinion of one 
observer, is enough to make any 
church sit up and take notice. 

The firing was protested by 
over 30 pickets, including 
leaders and membership of sev- 
eral homophile organizations. 


"Haight-Ashbury is the city's 
new bohemian quarter for 
serious uritere, paintere and 
musicians, civil rights workers, 
erusadere for all kinds of 
causes, homosecuals, and Lesbi- 


ans," reports the Examiner. 


Hollywood: After one film 
property was approved for pro- 
duction, Paramount executive 
Herbert Segal denanded: "Have 
you read the script?" He then 
cancelled the show that con- 
tained a homosexual theme. 


LAKE MILTON, OHIO 
The Mahoning County Sheriff's 
office, at press- time, planned 
to make 25 arrests of men sus- 
pected of frequenting a road- 
side park for immoral purposes. 
Sheriff Ray T. Davis said he 
has 500 feet of motion picture 

film and other evidence. 


TROY SAXON 


announces his 
new model 


Tommy Pollack 


DRUM COVERBOY 


Two sets of Tonmy are a- 
vailable: TP-1-Outdoor and 
TP-2-Casual. 

$5.00 for cight 5x7 
black and white prints. 

Add 25¢ for US airmail, 
50¢ foreign airmail. Cana- 
dians allow for exchange. 


City, State 


Amount enclosed $ 
Set TP=1 
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(Continued from page 17) more 
important, the conference could 
be considered a leaders' train- 
ing course. 

Idyllic Hope 

Often there is a tacit as- 
sumption that election to a ho- 
mophile organization office au- 
tomatically qualifies an indi- 
vidual 2s an expert on homosex- 
uality. Franklin Kameny, Mat- 
tachine Society of Washington 
founder and sometimes DRUM co- 
tributor, is fond of claiming 
that homosexuals are the only 
real authorities on homosexual- 
ity. Idyllic as this hope may 
be, the visible evidence does 
not point in this direction. If 
we care to have our organiza- 
tions do more than protest, it 
behooves superstructures like 
ECHO to train leaders to do the 
job. 

Apart from such discussion of 
specifics, the central question 
to all persons concerned with 
the increased well-being of the 
homosexual remains: What can 
the homophile movement do to 
effect such changes? 

In looking for creative an- 
swers to this question, two 
groups stand out, each taking a 
different and not faultless di- 
rection. While we shall not 
withhold criticism from either 
Mattachine Society of Washing- 
ton or Society for Individual 
Rights, it should be clearly 
understood that we feel errors 
of commission, resulting from 
attempts to solve problems, are 
to be considered in light dif- 
ferent from errors of omission, 
confusion or neglect. 

Washington Mattachine 

MSW is at once the most ad- 
vanced and most conservative in 
the movement. Perhaps with ad- 
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equate justification, it con- 
pletely outlaws social-type e- 
vents and restricts itself to 
dealing with the official prob- 
lems of homosexuals. It suf- 
fers for its decision and so do 
the homosexuals in the Capitol 
area. 

Washington, D. C., as a city, 
resembles most conmunities in 
America in that the homosexual 
is left to his own devices much 
of the time. With the excep- 
tion of Lafayette Park, where 
arrests and entrapment are rife, 
bars operate with impunity but, 
as the Nation's capital, it is 
a city of politicians and po- 
litical concerns. The activ- 
ities of MSW must, reasonably, 
recognize that the Federal gov- 
ernment is one of the most anti- 
homosexual forces in the world. 
As with all other organizations 
except New York and those in 
San Francisco, MSW must be con- 
cerned about not taking action 
that will unnecessarily rock 
the community boat. They have 
become, not without reserva- 
tions within their membership 
and outside the movement, the 
country's foremost advocate of 
picketing demonstrations. 

Only the most heartless ob- 
server would ignore the infor- 
mation just announced by the 
Harris survey (page 5) that two 


of the general public's prime 
current dislikes are homosex- 
uals and non-labor pickets. 
Certainly the combination of 
the two elements could bring 
the most unfortunate of conse- 
quences. Noted psychologist 


Van den Haag (DRUM, July) warn- 
ed recently of the possible un 
leashing of now submerged ant: 
homosexual sentiments if such 
picketing continues. Cantor 


echoed with a stern admonition 
that "a miscalculation of this 
kind can backfire and cause 
more harm than many good works 
can balance." 

We would join with the crit- 
ies of homophile picketing if 
we fancied that the objective 
of the demonstrations was to 
bring about a cessation of the 
practice protested. Hopefully, 
none of the picketing organiza- 
tions so delude themselves. 

Picketing is, to date, the 
most effective method yet found 
to promote the movement and 
it serves to acquaint homosex- 
uals in every corner of the 
country that someone is sympa- 
thetic to them. For many in 
renote areas, this comes as a 
surprise, if not a shock. 

For those who previously con- 
sidered the movement no more 
than a gay sewing circle, much 
of the sane benefits accrue. 

As for the concerns over a 
heterosexual backlash, such 
have not yet proved to be based 
on information and, in the e- 
vent that some of the pent-up 
hostility is provided an oppor- 
tunity to ventilate, we cannot 
but think that the individuals 
so effected will profit. 

SIRism 

An entirely new approach, 
quickly dubbed SIRism, has e- 
rupted in San Francisco. The 
SIR cry, much to the apparent 
surprise of many homophile lead- 
ers, is: "Get homosexuals into 
the homophile movement," and 
they set about accomplishing 
their objective in a most ef- 
ficient manner. Utilizing the 
philosophy that the movement 
must become responsive to the 
needs and interests of the ho- 
mosexual community, they have 
formed so many "activities" 
they might easily be confused 
with a Y.M.C.A. youth group: an 
eight man bowling team has 


grown into a bowling league; a 
discussion group into three or 
four groups a week; camping 
trips; canasta, bridge, poker; 
"Meditation," art, dance and a 
host of other programs too nu- 
merous to list. 

While it is premature to pre- 
dict long term success for SIR- 
ism, there is no question but 
that the West Coast is pointing 
in the direction the East and, 
indeed, the rest of the country 
must, in its individual ways, 
follow. It would be unreason- 
able and foolhardy to advance 
SIRism wholecloth in most other 
American communities for San 
Francisco, like New York and 
unlike the rest of the country, 
has a long tradition of police 
oppression. In a community 
where the situation is already 
demonstrably intolerable, there 


is less to risk in bucking the 
status quo. 
All too often, however, in 


dealing with relatively permis- 
sive communities in which anti- 
homosexual sentiments are not 
officially expressed, the 
"square" homosexuals of the ho- 
mophile movement appear to have 
sold themselves out and strand- 
ed the "hip" to make his happy 
way without their assistance. 
In next month's report, we hope 
to bring some suggestions on 
how the homophile movement 
might become more responsive to 
the needs of homosexuals, 


- Clark P. Polak 
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little lamb 


(Continued from page 11) fore- 
arm, knocking his hands down- 
ward. 

We never connected. There 
seemed to be a sudden cut-off 
of the sailor's magnetism. He 
made a small sidewise gesture 
of his head--not much of a ges- 
ture at all, but a kind of in- 
ner wilting. And the eyes he 
turned up to Mike no longer 
flashed their black male fire, 
but had melted into a kind of 
womanish softness. I thought 
for an instant that he was go- 
ing to lay his head on Mike's 
shoulder. Then the moment 
passed. Mike shook his shoulder 
a little, lowered his eyelids 
and said: "Just wanted you to 
meet the kid. He wants a tat- 
too. A quirt. Make the han- 
dle short, and then twist the 
braiding around so it makes my 
initials," he laughed, "Then 
he'll know he belongs to me 
every time he looks at it.” 

"Okay," I said nonconmittally. 

Mike punched Rafe affection- 
ately. "Where do you want the 
tattoo, ole boy?" 

Rafe put one huge paw on his 
left shoulder. "Here," he said. 
“High up." And he grinned at 
me like a school kid. 


"AIL right," I said, "Take 
your shirt off." A sudden look 
of fright came into the boy's 
eyes. "No, no!" he said vio- 
lently. "Put--here," and he 
slid the sleeve up over his 
forearm 

"Hell!" said Mike, striding 
forward. "You want it on the 
shoulder--get it there! You 
think this guy's never seen 


anything like your back before? 

He yanked Rafe roughly to his 
feet, although 1 am sure Rafe 
could have flattened him with 


one good punch, and grabbing 
hold of the striped shirt, in 
one quick movement pulled it o- 
ver the Portuguese boy's head. 

I stared silently at his back. 

Mike grunted. "Looks like you 
fell over a barbed wire fence 
last night, kid." Then he turn- 
ed tome. "Okay, get goin’. 

When my fingers closed around 
the boy's magnificent deltoid, 
I could feel what my eye could 
take in: his whole body was 
trembling faintly, gently, and 
the skin vas covered with a 
thin film of sweat. He had his 
head lowered almost on his 
chest, and his eyes were closed. 
And so he sat through the whole 
operation, which lasted about 
ten minutes. The little tremor 
went on during that time, as if 
a small vibrating motor were 
running somewhere inside him. 

When it was finished, Mike 
seized the boy's shoulder and 
looked at it. "Damned good job” 
he said. The boy nodded, too, 
and smiled at me a little shyly. 
"I like," he said, but he turn- 
ed his head as he spoke so that 
he was looking at Mike, and not 
at my work of ‘art'. And then 
they were gone, out into the 
hot sun that crinkled up from 
the pavements. 

Up to now I had looked on my- 
self as a free soul, detached 
from all wounding entanglements 
and encounters. And I had be- 
lieved, wrongly, that the one 
time with Mike would be enough. 

"Never again?" I asked him 
once while he was in the shop. 

He made an impatient gesture. 
"Oh, yeah," he said, "but 
ain't been in the mood lately." 
He had a troublesome sinus, and 
the doctor had injected some 
kind of medication into it re- 


cently, "After I get over this 
trouble wit' my schnoz," he 
said. 

But he got over it, and then 


there was always something else 
--a half dozen promises, and as 
many postponements, or else 
forgetting. "Are we too good 
friends?" I asked again. 

"Sure--but we did once in 
spite of that," he said, throw- 
ing his arm around my shoulder. 
"We're buddies, ain't we? Just 
you wait." 

I suffered acutely, inter- 
preting every casual word and 
gesture of his as something re- 
lating especially to me, and 
not Seeing at the moment how 
clouded my thinking was. He 
would wink carelessly at me o- 
ver a cigarette, and my heart 
would pound. "What does he mean 
by that? Does he mean tonight?" 
I would think, but of course he 
meant nothing at all. 

At what point in such a re- 


lationship is the breakpoint 
reached? I felt that it was 
close. Mike looked at me in- 


tently one day in the shop. 
"Just what's the matter with 
you?" he said. "What's eatin’ 
you? you ain't been yourself 
for a coupla weeks." 
"I'm in love," I snapped. 


Mike's eyebrows rose. "Izzat 
so?" he said. "Who with?” 
"Oh, lord," I said in exas- 


peration. "You don't know him." 
At that moment Dave came into 


the shop. "Well, I guess ve 
can't go to a drive-in this 
Sunday. I've got to go toa 
recital, and you'll have to 


spend the evening with Mike." 

My heart began to pound. I 
was sure this was it. Mike's 
face showed neither irritation 
nor pleasure. He asked who was 
playing, and that was all. 

That was Wednesday, and I 
thought Sunday would never come. 
But it did. There had been no 


word all day from either of 
them. Then at seven-thirty Mike 
came in, He had on his full 
uniform again--jacket and boots 
and freshly laundered army fa- 
tigues with the side pockets-- 
and his skin was dark fron hav- 
ing evidently been in the sun 
all day. 

He sat down. "Well," he said. 
"I gotta go to the recital 
after all. Dave insists." 
Years of lecturing to women's 
clubs as a drama critic had 
given me a certain control over 
my face, and now I needed it. 
I do not think that the bottom 
dropping out of me showed it- 
self in so much as a flicker of 
an cye, or twitch of a muscle 
in my cheek. "Well, you'd bet- 
ter be goin' then," I said, 
looking at the clock, "or you'll 
be late, if you've gotta change 
clothes." 

After he left, I went out a- 
lone. I went across the bay, 
to all the old and evil spots 
I used to know while I had been 


drinking. But I didn't drink 
that night. I wandered, I en- 
joyed my sadness, And then I 


went home alone, having avoided 
all the spots where Mike might 
have been. J think I could not 
‘have maintained, had I run into 
him somewhere. 

Then one evening Mike came 
into the shop and sat down. 
"You know what?" he said, al- 
most belligerently. "I want me 
a tattoodle, daddy-o." 

Nothing surprised me any 
longer. The elusive thumbscrew 
had dropped right into my lap. 
"Okay, sonny boy." 1 said, 
“what'll it be? You sure you 
want this? They're kinda pern- 
anent, you know." 


"Yup," he said, with convic- 
tion. "I figger I could use 
some Navy design, since I been 


in the Merchant Marine. That's 
close enough, ain't it?" 

I shrugged. "No law says you 
gotta be a sailor to have an 
anchor," I said. 

Mike looked at the Navy 
sign, and finally picked 
an anchor with an eagle, and 
some flowers sprinkled here and 
there--a good design for a long 
boned forearm, which he had. 
He fitted the stencil to his 
skin, then looked up. “Haven't 
you got another outfit at home?’ 
he asked. 


de- 
out 


I nodded. "Yeah, my travel- 
ling case. 

"How's about us goin’ there 
and puttin’ it on at your 
place?” he said. "Instead of 


here?" He grinned. "Could have 
a drink, too." 
"ALL right," I said. It was 


a lot more comfortable, and not 


much more trouble. On the way, 
Mike was strangely quiet. 
"What's the matter," I asked 
once. "Scared?" 

He looked over from his cor- 
ner of the taxi. "First time," 
he said. 

"Nothing to it," I said. 

But I knew something Mike 
didn't know, a difficult thing 


@ 


to explain. I'd seen it happen 
a thousand times. With the 
first setting of the needle in- 
to the skin, a whole new rela- 
tionship unfolded between my 
customers and myself. I became 
for them--almost mystically-- 

their best boy-friend, father, 
confessor, mother, buddies in 
their gang--everything. Count- 
less times, young hoods had 
told me all their heartaches and 
fears, things I'm sure they had 
never told another living bein. 
I found myself wondering how it 
would hit Mike. 

When we got to my house on 
Filbert (what a name for a 
street!), I busied myself with 
the equipment. "Nake yourself 
a drink, I told Mike, and he 


did. But he watched me ner- 
vously. I plugged in the power 
pack, stirred up the inks, got 


out the alcohol and antiseptics 
took the protective grease-coat 
off the machines, tested the 


needles, and then looked up at 
him. His face was more pale 
than usual. It dawned on me 


that these preparations were as 
frightening as the assorted 
clankings, cracks and thuddings 
that Mike liked so much to make 
in his music-room. I gave 
several nasty little test buzzes 
on my needle. 

"All right, 
"Come sit here." 

He was acutely nervous. "Does 
it really hurt much?! he‘asked. 

"Kind of a burning sensation," 
I said. I was enjoying this. 
"The outliner hurts worse than 
the shader. Pity we have to 
use it first." 

Mike took a long drink. "I-- 
dunno--,"" he began nervously, 
then set his glass down. 

"Ah, c'mon!" I scoffed. "You 
the big tough guy who can dish 
it out and can't take it, huh?" 

"T hate needles," Mike said, 
wetting his lips again. 


sonny," I said. 


I shaved his forearm, steril- 
ized it, puta thin bit of 
vaseline on it, and pressed the 
outline of the stencil against 
his skin. He was trembling, 
and quite tense. 

I poked his deltoid. 
gotta relax up here," I said. 
You're all tight, and that'll 
make me screw up the lines." 
He let out a big breath and 
tried to relax. "Okay," he 
said, and I began. 

He fought ne with deep muscu- 
lar tension all through the 


outline. And then I saw hin 
begin to show the signs of 
shock: he drew two deep ragged 


breaths, and with his free hand 
fiddled a bit at the back of 
his neck. I felt the skin be- 
gin to grow a shade cooler. But 
I did nothing. With anyone 
else, I would have stopped at 
the first sign, bent his head 
down between his knees and ap- 
plied pressure-- to force the 
blood back to his head. I would 
have given him a sip of water 
and let him lie down for five 
minutes, and he would have been 
over it. 

But I let Mike go deliberate- 
ly. I heard his breathing grow 
more shallow. I went on working 
while he watched me-- the worst 
thing he could have done. And 
finally, quietly and with no 
fuss, he rolled gently off the 
chair. I was ready for him. 1 
caught him and eased him to the 
floor and stayed on my knees 
beside him. His breathing was 
still shallow; the sweat was 
heavy on his forchead. And 
suddenly he began to shake, and 
then strain; I knew conscious- 
Ress was about four seconds 
away, and I raised my hand. 
When his eyelids flickered, I 
slapped him hard, once on each 
cheek. I enjoyed doing it. 

It jarred him. He groaned. 

I slapped his cheeks again. 


"Can't take it, huh?" I jeered. 

Suddenly, unexpectedly, he 
raised on one elbow and threw 
his arms around my waist. He 
buried his head in the slanting 
lap my position gave me. "D- 
don't hit me anymore," he said 
in a muffled voice. 

I lifted his head from ay lap 
by his hair, and stared for a 


full minute at his face. He 
could not look inta my eyes; 
the lids lowered and he tried 
to turn aside. I knew then 
that he was mine to do with 
what I liked. I pushed him 


away so that he rolled over 
once on the floor. He lay 
there face down. He was weep- 
ing great dry sobs. 

I looked down at him, but I 
did not see him. Instead, my 
eyes looked through him into 
the deep pit of my obsession, 
and saw the broken image of my 
love lying at the bottom, And 
then, almost as in a trance, I 
saw the pit begin to fill with 
the moving waters of pity, 


flowing in and drowning the 
shattered image that lay there. 
And yet, I felt strangely 
grateful to him. The detour 
that I had taken had been the 
wrong one, but it had shown me 
that I was still capable of 


love. 

I tested my breathing. It 
went evenly and smoothly. I 
had regained my freedom, and 
life was-once again--stretching 
its broad path out ahead of me. 

And then I reached over and 
shook him by the shoulder, and 
gave him a comradely thump. 

"Buck up, old boy," I said. 


“Everything is quite all 
right." 
Copyright © , 1965, Phil An- 
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“One of the most signiticant contributions to the literature of our time.” 
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dear drum 


defense 


I can see why your reviewer 
had such a difficult time with 
In Defense Of Homosexuality 
(DRUM, Nov.). It is, for all 
practical purposes an unreada- 
ble volume. 

One would 1ike to reconmend 
an effort as exhaustive as IDOH 
to all serious students of ho- 
mosexuality as the most com- 


plete treatise on the subject 
in print. It is, in fact, just 
that; it is also, in fact, one 


of the most mdnumentally boring 
books ever published. 

Whether or not it wil fulfill 
its publisher's startlingly im- 
modest prophesy that no future 
work of the subject will be a- 
ble to ignore ID0H, remains to 
that future to decide. From my 
standpoint, however, I am more 
saddened that the Julian Press 
was either unwilling or unable 
to secure an individual suffic- 
iently conversant with prose 
style to salvage Benson's re- 
markable thoroughness. 

Indeed, IDOH has the poten- 
tial to be all of what Julian 
claims for it and more--and it 
is unfortunate that it will be- 
come lost as a sophomoric po- 
lemic. 

Incidentally, I could not 
have agreed with your comments 
about The Tortured Sex more. It 
is, unquestionadly, the most 
erotically stimulating and in- 
tellectually satisfying book on 
homosexuality I have ever read. 


Good discovery! B.R., Chat- 
anooga 
I only hope that whoever is 


protecting us from our enemies 


also protects our friends from 
reviews in DRUM. J.L., Boise 


physique 

Your article on physique mag- 
azines end photographers was 
very well done and nuch kinder 
than the field deserves. Lord 
knows this field could stand 
some good, solid criticism. 

It's getting to the point 
where anybody with a Brownie 
(camera)--and some of the pho- 
tos look like they were taken 
with one--can go into the pp 
business. Mel Roberts 


One point youmiss is artis- 
tic representation and sexual 
stimulation are almost mutually 
exclusive of each other. The 
sexiest photos are often the 
crudest. presented and the most 
satisfying by artistic stan- 
dards couldn't provoke a rise 
from a hot sailor. 

(Name withheld upon request) 


The attack against photogra ~ 
phers was unwarranted. Most of 
us do responsible production 
then the publishers drown the 
photos with so much ink they 
can't be seen. (Name withheld 
upon request) 


It may seem a bit naive, but 
I never really thought of phys- 
ique magazines as being any 
kind of social force, no less 
a source of gratification for 
so large a number of other guys 

I always had a measure of 
guilt when I (masturbated) us- 
ing pictures as stimulation, 
and while I don't feel just 
reading your article is going 


@ 


to remove this guilt completely, 
it has already made me begin to 
see that my activity is neither 
so reprehensible or clandes- 
tine. 

To my knowledge, nothing of 
this kind has ever appeared in 
print before. Am I correct? 

K. T., Birmingham, Alabama 

Yes, -Ed, 


Why pay so much wasted atten- 
tion to dirty pictures? The 
people who read DRUM aren't the 
characters who spend their 
nights in dark alley's curled 
up over the latest issue of To- 
morrow's Man. As a matter of 
fact, if you dropped those so- 
called "art photos" you run in 
DRUM, more responsible people 
would take it seriously. 

Why do you insist in ruining 
America's only half- assed at- 
tempt at putting out an almost 
intellegent gay magazine? R.P. 
New York City. 


harry 


Above all else, I enjoyed the 
right hand, top panel of Harry 
Chees (DRUM,, Oct.) marked "o- 
dors" in the control panelof 
the torture chamber. I was 
teally thrilled to read amongst 
the scents of torture the words 
"leather" and "extract of cycle 
boots." R.C., Lachine, Canada 

The writer te a leather and 
boot fetishiet. -Ed. 


What began as a funny romp 
has ebbed into a sick excursion 
into the depths of what I feel 
is worst depravity. I can only 
suggest, for whatever its worth 
that you drop Harry Chess. H. 
0., San Francisco 


more 


More Batman and Robin! (DRUM, 
Oct.) More funny bits like 
that! More! More! Morel Y. 
D., Buffalo 


Mr.Madam. 


Kenneth Marlowe 


INTRODUCTION BY DR, LEONARD A. LOWAG 


Somewhere behind today’s headlines lies the 
truth about homosexuality. Here, at last, is 
2 homosexual’s autobiography that gets to 
this elusive truth... informatively, absorb 
with no-holds-barred, and with no 


ingly... 
demeaning sentimentality, An adult auto- 
biography. 
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